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INVOCATION.

A Bow to the Flash of that Great Third Eye, which
burned up the body of luckless Love, and doomed him,
yearning for re-existence, to an endless chain of incar-
nations, as he sf rings again and again to life in the heart
of youth or maid, suddenly catching sacred fire at the sight
of the other sex.

THERE is, In the northern quarter, a pinnacle of milk
white snow, that shoots up into the eye of heaven like
a sudden spout of leaping laughter a, saying as it were
to the fleecy clouds that lazily float around it: Haha !
my rivals, match my colour if you can. And near it,
far below, lies a blue and silent lake, like a liquid lump
of lapis-lazuli, whose swans, as they swim upon it, seem
like pieces of the mountain mirrored in it, that have

a Laughter, in Sanskrit poetry, is supposed to be coloured
white.